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      My whole team is sitting in my home office discussing how to correct all the delays with production we’re experiencing on the set of my newest movie. Since day one, there has been one issue after another, and I’m coming close to losing my mind. The ringing of my cellphone is a welcome interruption to the non-productive shouting match.

      “I plan on beating a little bastard half to death tonight,” my younger brother barks into the phone, and I yell for everyone to get the hell out of the room.

      Hoping this is some kind of joke, I shake my head and growl into the phone, “I’m not in the mood for jokes, Tate.”

      He begins to explain the whole story, and I rub the back of my neck as I feel the mother of all headaches forming behind my eyes. “I took one look at her and knew she was the one. When I got to the end of the counter for my coffee, this little lying asshole told me she was fucking seventeen years old. I spent the next ten days thinking I was lusting after a fucking teenager. I thought I was going insane or, at the very least, to jail. Then I go to Reid Maxwell’s younger sister’s graduation party, and surprise, she’s my dream girl. The girl is the twenty-two-fucking-years-old Meredith Maxwell. I went to warn the soon-to-be-dead little asshole to stay the fuck away from my girl, and the next thing he does is corner her in the parking lot of a grocery store and cause her to hurt herself. He’s going to feel some serious pain.” While the story is pouring out, I realize my brother is seriously planning to beat this little fucker’s ass, and part of me doesn’t blame him.

      The older, more responsible part needs to take control, however. Damn it. This shit show is the last fucking thing I need right now. My whole production is falling apart, my assistant is falling in love, and now I need to keep my little brother from throwing his life away. “Have you lost your mind? You can’t risk your freedom and your entire livelihood to go beat his ass. Let the cops handle it.”

      There’s dead silence on the phone, and I think he may have hung up. Then, Tate snarls at me, “Just answer your fucking phone if I need help. You know Hunter isn’t always dependable.” Fuck. I throw the phone against the wall and watch it shatter. Looks like my movie is going to fall even further behind while I go and stop Tate from making a mistake that will send him to prison. He’s the CEO of a multi-billion-dollar corporation. This girl must be something to bring Mr. Calm Cool and Collected to his knees. Now, I need to keep him from making a huge mistake.
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      Ever since I graduated with my degree in Finance, I’ve been looking for a job, but the job market isn’t snapping me up. My aunt told me Dalton Bennett, the Hollywood director, needs an assistant, fast. While he was away on a last-minute trip to help his younger brother, his long-time assistant eloped and moved to Europe, leaving him in the middle of a production nightmare.

      Dalton has struggled through for a few months while trying to fill the position, but things are slowly falling apart. My aunt begs me to help him out, but I have huge reservations. Aunt Betty insists I’m the perfect choice for the job until he can find a permanent replacement. I’m not so sure. He’s out of town, checking out a location for the movie, and I’m supposed to get settled in and do a few mundane tasks until he comes back next week.

      As the huge wrought iron gates come into view, my stomach drops into my toes, and I feel breakfast coming up my throat. That extra donut was a bad idea. My little tin can on wheels pulls up to the speaker, and a gritty voice barks, “This is private property.”

      “Hi, I’m Amy Marks. I’m Mr. Bennett’s new assistant.” God, I hope my aunt arranged this with Mr. Bennett.

      I’m biting on the only fingernail I have left when the same voice comes through again. “Pull your car to the left of the garage and park in the spot marked number four.” Breathing a sigh of relief, I watch the huge gates swing open, then I drive up the long drive. Never have I seen a more beautiful house.

      The house itself is smaller than I’d expected, but the Spanish architecture with the huge marble statue in front are breathtaking.

      I pull my car into the spot marked number four and grab my things. A stern looking older man steps out of the door and starts speaking to me in Spanish. As I attempt to use the small amount of Spanish I remember from Mrs. Simon’s tenth grade Spanish class to understand him, the trepidation from earlier hits me again. This is such a bad idea.

      Finally, his eyes narrow, and he shakes his head. “Fluent in Spanish and French was a lie.”

      My mouth drops open, and I wonder who could have told him such a thing. As he turns, muttering under his breath about women who’ll do anything to get close to Dalton, my hackles rise and my mouth runs away. “Wait one minute, you jerk. I don’t know who told you I’m fluent in foreign languages, but it wasn’t me. And I’m not trying to get close to anyone. I’m doing the big jerk a favor. If you don’t want me here, I’ll leave right now and someone else can be his lackey.” And that is the beginning of a wonderful friendship.

      Manuel helps me bring my belongings in from the car and shows me around the gorgeous house. It’s spread out like a maze and is much larger than it appears from the outside. “Mr. Bennett doesn’t live like most Hollywood celebrities. He likes his privacy,” Manuel informs me over breakfast my first morning at the house. “Dalton doesn’t regularly take security around with him unless he’s worried about a specific threat, but you have to be careful that no one follows you onto the property. There is security present here at all times.” Manuel and I spend the day together, going over all I need to know about my new job.

      Later that night, I ask Aunt Betty about the foreign language snafu, and she admits to fudging my resume a little. After making sure that was her only little white lie, I go and admit the truth to Manuel. I’m sure it will be quite a while before he lets me forget my aunt’s little white lie. In all the excitement, he forgets to introduce one resident of the house, and it causes a massive incident.
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      After a week away, I’m finally home. Betty assured me her niece could handle things for a week while I scouted out the location in Colorado. Boy was she wrong. How the fuck do I clean up the colossal mess this girl has created? When Betty assured me her niece could help me out until I could find a permanent replacement for Rebecca, I had an uneasy feeling. I should have trusted my gut and refused her help. Now, two of Hollywood’s biggest stars are threatening legal action because they have been humiliated, and my employee is to blame.
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